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Thou Shall Not Kill (and Unexpected Findings)

By Martin McCabe

Thou Shall Not Kill

(and Unexpected Findings… a Fable)

by Martin McCabe

As a child Malachi Zvratskki encountered many hardships. Born prematurely and with a misdiagnosed case of Down’s syndrome, he was careening into an already doomed life. His mother and father, Sarah Hunter and John Zvratskki, both teens and still in high school, couldn’t deal with a child who would be forever disabled. They came to a decision that he would be kept, but kept in secret. No one knew that Sarah had been pregnant save for the three nurses and the doctor who helped her give birth. He was put into a free daycare center for young parents far away from their parents' house. At night he slept in the basement of John’s father's house, a man who now had a fiancée and who was living mostly at her house.


After two years of hiding the child, sleepless nights, and the fear of being found out, they decided that they would abandon him somewhere where he would never be found. The next day, they drove out into the Arizona desert around rocks and hills until they came into a large oval and desolate circular canyon. Without a look back or a tear, the two unwise teens left him there and ran back to the car to go home.


Abandoned in the Arizona desert, fifty miles from any city, town, or person, he had been left. At the age of two years, one cannot protect, feed, or survive by one’s self. The child, never named and never loved, crawled around in the sand playing. He really didn’t care that there was no one around. Usually he didn’t get any attention. He made the mistake of trying to eat some of the gritty golden stuff and tried drooling it out. It exited his mouth after a bit, and he went back to happily playing in the sand.

 
Luckily, the small human being wasn’t alone in the desert. A bachelor who had just been stood up at his own wedding had driven his car into the wastelands of the Arizona desert to end his life. He parked his car next to a large bowl-like structure of rock and started to wander. He kept one hand in his pocket, holding the knife he had planned to use. Wandering through the large plain of rock and sandy soil of the circular rock bowl, he thought to himself. He took an oath that whether he died and went to heaven or hell, he would curse the woman who left him high, dry, and heartbroken. He grabbed the knife in his pocket more tightly and pulled it out. Pulling out the large lock-blade, he knelt in the sand and pondered life. He drew the knife against the skin of his wrist to test the pain. Then he cut long and deep into his arm. He bit his lip and writhed in pain, drawing in on himself. He sat up and held the knife with the cut arm. Looking at his other arm, he thought over his choice again. He looked at his arm, then the knife. In the distance he saw a child in the sand. At first he thought it was a hallucination of pain, but he knew he had keen sight and that the pain wasn’t overbearing. He stood up and took off his flannel shirt and tied it around his cut arm to stop the bleeding. Eventually it stopped and he grimaced in pain, his arm going numb from loss of blood. He stood up and walked over toward the child. “My lord almighty” he said aloud, “if this isn’t the craziest thing I’ve seen since the safety dance, I don’t know what is!”


He picked up the small child, who was happily crawling and playing in the sand, obviously mistaking it for a gigantic sandbox or something of the sort. “Hey there little fella,” he said, and started to take him back to the car, making sure to place the child in his arms so that he wouldn’t hurt his wrist. He wondered how anyone could leave a child out in the desert. He thought that maybe it was because of someone’s jealousy, or even a psychotic mother. Either way, he thought to himself, the child shouldn’t be out here. If he was a father, he thought to himself, maybe the mother, when the child returned, would see him as the gallant man that he was. They might fall in love, get married even. He shook his head violently, promising he would never think those types of thoughts again. All the women in his life so far had treated him like dirt, and it was payback time. He would keep the child; it was sure to make the mother devastated, and that is what he wanted all women to feel. Out of the blue, the child started to cry, thinking thoughts of, Why is this man taking me from the fun, who is he? And just like his mother used to do with him, the man started to dance around with the baby in his arms and said, “Hey you! Why must you cry?” The child went silent, and the man smiled. “Well,” he said, “I guess that qualifies me to keep you.” He thought about the future; he wasn’t the child’s father, but he was sure it would work out. Maybe he would adopt the child. Wild and hopeful thoughts filled his mind. The kid might grow up to be a famous scientist, one who would discover formulas and who would slave over data that may one day cure a lethal virus—anything was possible. Then his eyes went wide in pain; the baby had squirmed and bumped his wrist. He yelled, “ooowwww you, you, you… you need a name!” He thought for a moment, then said, “Malachi.” He smiled to himself. “It’s different, but hey! So are you!” He carried the boy to the car, put him in the passenger seat, and got into his own seat while putting on his seatbelt. He cranked the engine and started to drive toward town. He placed his hand on the child’s chest to hold him back in the seat while driving. He spoke, “Don’t worry little one… you’ll love the house! And you will have a big brother too—Joseph his name is. Wait! You have a name, but you don’t know mine. You can call me Dad or David, David Zvratskki.”

~     ~     ~
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